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Summary:
This is a commissioned work that I wrote for my wonderful delightful friend Camm, @anarcho_camm on Twitter!

In this piece, Ashley Graves (the titular Leyley of the Coffin of Andy and Leyley) sees part of a vision involving our protagonist Camm, and flies into a rage at seeing her brother Andrew being all handsy with her, albeit for what *should* be perfectly acceptable reasons.
Vore shenanigans happen shortly after, which is a pretty easy leap seeing as the game already has demon summoning, murder, cannibalism, along with a variety of more controversial things.
Contains themes of incest, and for that matter, more than just *themes*. Tread lightly.

Work Text:
With a life like the one she lived, sleep rarely came easily. Or, perhaps, voluntary cozy sleep was rare, like what she vaguely remembered from when she was younger.

Living life bouncing between hotels, motels, and other no-questions-asked hidey-holes was not kind to the body. Most nights, when she slept, it was because she was passing out from exhaustion, trying to scrounge up enough money or resources to get by. On the bad nights, it was because she was having sleep for dinner, as the saying went.

Ashley Graves, killer, cannibal, and comically codependent sibling, clutched her stomach as she laid on her side, trying not to think about the stains on the raggedy hotel mattress. Tonight was a bad night.

Sleep came for her in time, despite her stomach’s protests. With sleep came dreams, and as she’d come to expect, with dreams came foresight. This vision was… muddier than usual. It almost felt like her demon— strange as it was to think of it that way— was having trouble.

She carefully chose not to read into what that could represent, and tried to pay attention.

The dream wasn’t from her own perspective, either— it showed this very same motel room, late at night, from a bird’s eye view. Andrew, her brother and ever-loyal dog, burst through the door with a young woman hanging off of him— drunk, unconscious, drugged, hurt, it didn’t matter. She saw red from the contact alone. The vision flickered and died under the intensity of her emotions, a true dream taking its place. Were it not for the tunnel vision, she might have noticed the transition. As it was, her imagination had the reins.

In her jealousy, she imagined this… whore, being ever so thankful to her rescuer. She dreamt of her laying hands on him, of her kissing him… and to her escalating anger, he fucking reciprocated! Andrew kissed her back, leading the miraculously-healed stranger towards the bed, not twenty feet from where she slept on the couch. She knew where this was going, she—

She didn’t even bother watching the dream finish. She sat straight up, adrenaline and cortisol thundering through her veins, her heart racing, accompanied by something else. A lesser known appetite-inducing hormone was being shuttled from her digestive system to her brain. What was already a murderous plot for a woman she’d barely gotten a look at took a distinctly unique turn…

Her stomach snarled again, and as Ashley Graves tends to do, she began to scheme.

…

Andrew, as ever, was totally wrapped around his sister’s finger. Sometimes literally, if she was feeling adventurous with their alone time— which is part of what she used to encourage him to take this seriously.

She, as always, lied to get another girl in trouble— spinning a tale of a terrible dream, of a salacious and wicked predator that masqueraded as a drunk girl. This wicked temptress turned on them when they were vulnerable, and devoured them while they slept. She even chose her timing perfectly, waiting until he was hanging on her every word.

Which is just a more polite way of saying that she got him to fuck her for what might have been the sixth time in two days, and acted like she remembered this awful prophecy right after he came. Sneaky as always, and deeply manipulative, to nobody’s surprise whatsoever.

Those boundaries had been crossed long, long ago. Healthy sibling relationships? Never heard of her.

Not having the mental capacity to argue with her about her latest insane scheme (partly as a result of dealing with all manner of bullshit from her in recent weeks), Andrew played the part of a good dog and obeyed. He wasn’t especially pleased with being put in this position again, but what can you do? Well, you can be miserable, as he certainly was, but what else can you do, except allow yourself to be brought along for the ride?

With much grumbling and complaining on his part, half-hearted as it was given his concern that her vision would be correct, he followed her out of the hotel room they were staying in.

It didn’t help that she had no idea where her target actually was, or what direction she needed to go, nor did she even have a very clear idea as to what she looked like… but she was pretty sure she could figure it out.

…

As it happened, she could not, in fact, “figure it out”. They wandered around the block for about thirty minutes, looking like lunatics. It was late in the evening, cold as shit (Ashley had not given either of them time to grab a coat), and she was trying entirely too hard to “act natural”. Her unfathomably shitty stealth tactics should have, by all accounts, made it impossible for her to catch anybody or anything, but through sheer dumb luck, she found her.

They were making their sixth round of the nearby public park when Ashley spotted a young woman sitting alone on a park bench. She was closer to Andrew’s height, a brunette with large, circular glasses. What possible reason a young woman this infuriatingly adorable could have to skulk around in a public park this late at night, she had no clear idea.

From their place hunkered down in the bushes, Andrew nudged his sister in the side.

“That’s her, right? What are we doing now? She doesn’t look very dangerous…” he whispered, doubting her even more than a few short minutes ago.

Ashley, as always, struggled to keep her emotions in check and reacted totally disproportionately. Whirling around, she whisper-screamed back at him, “I’m telling you, we can’t trust her! Like I told you before, now is the perfect time for a… I can’t remember the phrase.”

After a few moments of hoping his dumbass sibling would remember the term, Andrew gingerly began, “...a preemptive strike?”

“Yes, that!”

Having grown impatient, Ashley leapt out of their hiding spot in the bushes behind the young woman, and smacked her in the back of the head with a brick. It wasn’t especially clear to Andrew where the brick had come from, but the damage was done. The ambush was finished… and the young woman was about as unconscious as it got. Through some miracle, Ashley had also managed to avoid totally caving her skull in with her wanton brick-slinging behavior.

Not bothering to mask his voice, or his frustration in general, Andrew stood up with his hands on his hips. “Jesus, Ashley.”

“What? This was the plan!”

“You had a plan?!”

Even in the midst of making Andrew carry the unconscious young woman back to their parents’ basement, the siblings bickered. Some things simply do not change.

…

Camm reentered the waking world, and her first sensation was cold. So cold, in fact, that she felt almost numb to the feeling of bare concrete underneath her.

Her second realization was that she was totally naked.

She jerked herself awake, the haze of sleep chased away by the biting chill… and the familiar sensation of fuzzy handcuffs around her wrists.

She was so, so confused. What… just, what? She was just taking a walk, wasn’t she? Where were her clothes? She tried to get to her feet, but stumbled, finding her ankles bound with yet more bondage gear. She only avoided hitting the floor face-first because of a heavy rope, linked to… she couldn’t quite see, but it felt sturdy.

Her vision was blurred— not because she actually needed the glasses that had been knocked off of her face back in the park, but rather because of the dried blood on her face. It took her a second to recognize what she was smelling, the coppery fragrance was so unfamiliar to her that her first thought had been “pennies”. This couldn’t be right.

Her last memory was hearing a young woman with a pretty voice shout, “Think fast!” at her, and then… darkness. This had to have been some kind of mistake?

“Is anybody out there?”

No response. In the dim light of a single fluorescent bulb, she could just barely make out her surroundings: a twin bed, a washer-dryer machine, and some shelves with a mixture of medical tools and laundry supplies, both of which looked well-used. The cloying smell of old blood wasn’t actually coming from her, not really. Underneath a miasma of bleach and other cleaners that stung at her nose, anyway.

For anyone with any good sense, this would be a very easy series of stimuli to piece together. She was quite obviously in a human abattoir, a butcher’s den. What Camm thought, though, was that this must be some kind of impromptu hospital room, one that just happened to be in somebody’s basement. She wasn’t even totally wrong, per se, but she came to a more positive opinion of the people that were keeping her here than she should have.

Maybe they’re binding me in case I’m a combative patient? Maybe I’m here so they can patch me up after hurting me? That’s so nice of them, to take responsibility!

This explanation didn’t make much real sense, but it soothed her nerves for the moment, and that was enough.

A door at the top of the stairwell squeaked, and the dazed brunette perked up. Through watering eyes, she watched Ashley and Andrew Graves creep down the stairs. Some desperate, intelligent part of her cried out to the rest of her mind, demanding that she panic like a sensible person.

That part was quickly overridden by the realization that her captors were, unfortunately, incredibly attractive, and she was nude in front of them. All good sense was smashed into paste by a mixture of attraction, confusion, shame, and a little bit of arousal. Thankfully, neither of the two of them seemed to notice or care.

“This is, uh, a nice place? Do you use this place to help, um—”

The strange expression on the other young woman’s face stopped her in her tracks.

“Nevermind, actually! I like your matching outfits! Are you two dating, or—”

Not wanting to keep making eye contact with the scary-but-hot woman with the pink eyes, she looked over at the young man instead. The intense expression on his face was almost as bad as the other one, so she gave up on eye contact and stared at the floor instead.

“C-could you maybe, uh, untie me now? I don’t think I’m going to be combative or anything, I just, this feels a little forward? Haha, y’know, because these are fuzzy cuffs, and…”

She looked back up, only to find the young woman leering down at her from a few inches away, an ominously smug expression clear on her face. She tried to jump back on instinct, but only managed to stumble over herself again. This time, she managed to skin her knee on the concrete floor, adding more fuel to the sickly metallic aroma that was already so present here. That part of Camm’s brain that was making sense of the details piped up again, but a combination of mild concussion and being a horndog got the better of her once again.

“No,” smirked the younger Graves sibling, “I don’t think that’s gonna happen~”

The way that Ashley managed to verbally pronounce the tilde gave Camm a little bit of a headache, but she was having one of those anyway.

The taller sibling chose that moment to speak up. “C’mon, Ash, leave her alone. Look at her, she’s harmless.”

Camm took a little bit of offense to that, having the opinion that she’s big and strong and such, but Ashley was far more upset at being questioned. “You don’t know what she’ll do! I’m telling you, she’s a vicious monster!”

Andrew, having functional eyes, was less than convinced by his sister’s overly-defensive outburst. “Really? And you’re completely sure that this is the right person? She doesn’t even look especially scared, she’s just confused.”

“She’s taller than both of us! She could overpower us with ease!”

“Uh-huh.”

“I saw her! I had a vision, you’ve believed those before! Besides, we can’t just let her go, especially after you said my name in front of her, genius!”

Camm glanced between the two of them, her confusion slowly overpowering the rest of her feelings about the situation. These two were bickering like an old married couple while she was sitting here, bleeding from two places and cold au naturale, as it were. Instead of asking any of the astute questions being proposed by her dimmed survival instincts, however, Camm opted to ask something else:

“If this is, y’know, a roleplay thing, could we at least set some ground rules? A safe word, or something? I’m not sure I’m comfortable with this— not that you two aren’t attractive or anything, it’s just—”

Both of them raised their eyebrows at that one, though Andrew was mostly raising them at his sister, as if to say “Really?” in the most sarcastic way possible; without interrupting Camm putting her foot in her mouth, that is.

Without even looking back at Andrew, Ashley grumbled something that wasn’t quite “shut up,” and went back to inspecting her captive closely.

“So you’ve got the hots for both of us, huh? Didn’t figure you for a lady’s lady… is that a thing, does that scan?” she interrupted herself, glancing back at her brother. He shrugged helplessly, and she scowled.

Camm, being hopelessly bisexual, physically helpless, mentally overwhelmed, and increasingly turned on, just made a noise that sounded like “uh-huh” and tried her best to keep making eye contact with the very intimidating young woman in front of her.

Even if Ashley was looking at her like she was a steak, which wasn’t helping any of those problems.

Ashley took the lead again, seeing as both of the other people in the room were too passive to say anything at that point. “You’ve got good taste, I think we look pretty hot, too. I’d probably fuck me…” she trailed off for a moment, caught up in her narcissism before turning back to Camm. “Which of us is your favorite?”

Feeling exposed for more than just the obvious reasons, Camm took a few moments to process what she’d been asked. Even the overwhelming part of her that was ignoring her intuition could sense that this was a dangerous question, especially since it was now even less clear whether they were siblings or dating, and she didn’t want to open that proverbial can of worms when she was stuck like this.

No longer able to maintain eye contact with Ashley, she looked over at Andrew— and in so doing, sealed her fate.

“So that’s your answer, huh?!”

The open hostility in Ashley’s voice startled the rest of the room, but the cheerful-slash-murderous-rage expression wasn’t any worse than it was a few moments ago, so Camm wasn’t really sure if she was actually supposed to be intimidated. This was all just for fun, right?

…Right?

The three of them had already spent entirely too long just looking at each other, and Ashley was starting to get anxious. Contributing to that, she still felt half-starved. More importantly to her little plan, she knew that Andrew had eaten even less. Ashley Graves wasn’t merely scheming, she felt downright inspired.

“Alright, loverboy, strip. Let’s give our guest here a proper welcome!”

Stunned into confused silence, Andrew gave her another look like she was insane (which, of course, they were), but seeing her do one of those “get-on-with-it” maneuvers with her wrist… he just rolled his eyes and started going along with it. He didn’t have the energy to argue with her on these things on a good day, and today wasn’t one of those. Clearly there was a plan here, and given his sister’s typical invasion of such impossible things as “his privacy” or “his personal space,” and other such mythical concepts, he was beyond being embarrassed anymore.

Turning back to the bound Camm, Ashley’s normally-menacing expression softened, though it took visible effort to suppress it.

“You’re getting your wish. We’re into some unconventional stuff, and we think you’re cute, too, so you get to participate!”

Bowling forward through the conversation before either member of her audience could complain, she yanked Andrew the rest of the way forward. She posed her brother like the world’s grumpiest doll, pushing him onto his knees and pressing his back against the post Camm was secured to.

Camm, while this was happening, tried to speak up several times to limited effect— which was just a very polite way of saying that she was shushed every time she made a noise louder than clearing her throat. The sudden close proximity to Andrew was making it even harder still to hide how inexplicably into this she was.

He was essentially the epitome of the twink body type, as far as she was concerned— lanky without being a total beanpole. Very little body fat overall, complemented by lean muscle and no small amount of aesthetically-pleasing, shallow scars. Scarcely a lick of body hair to be seen, save for a fluffy happy trail leading down to one of the biggest dicks she’d ever seen in her life.

He’s not even hard yet, is he?

She instinctively avoided touching it, at least for the moment, sensing that interacting with it— no matter how tempting it might have been— was most assuredly a terrible idea.

She was wondering, frankly, why she was hiding how into this she was in the first place, but the constant interruptions were making it hard to keep her thoughts in order. She came back to reality, as it were, when Ashley knelt down next to them both, whispering something in her brother’s ear. Whatever it was, she couldn’t quite make it out, but from the increasingly horrified expression on Andrew’s face, she could only assume it was something outlandish. Without bothering to explain anything to her, she stepped around to the other side and hoisted her up.

It was striking how little effort it seemed to require from the shorter woman. One hand lifted her by her backside, two fingers laying perilously close to being inside of her in the process. She was so distracted by this that she missed the way that Ashley’s other hand was guiding her calves directly towards her brother’s face.

She only registered that when both feet were plunged into Andrew’s mouth with a suddenness that, from his gag, neither of them were prepared for.

What followed was an exercise that reflected Ashley and Andrew’s relationship well— Ashley contributing a great deal of coercive force, persuasion, and outright bullying upon her pitiful, sopping wet cat of a brother. She figured out something that would be fun for her, and whether he liked it or not, Andrew was going to participate, and damn it, he was going to like it. Much as he might refuse to admit it, for as much as his entire digestive tract was currently crying out in anguish, he was enjoying this. Kind of.

The siblings’ bizarre relationship with food, other people, and each other all twisted together in his head. There was no way in hell that this should even be possible. He should have been torn apart thirty seconds in, but here he was, ten entire minutes into the process of swallowing a mildly concussed dumbass. The effort required to not choke all on its own was Herculean, and yet, the further he went, the more his body wanted more.

His cock stirred to life. What was already worthy of admiration had only been flaccid before, and he knew she could feel it pressing up against the stomach that was rapidly containing more and more of her. He was proud of it. He suffered almost 24/7 from some bullshit or another, but at least he had this particular blessing. It looked— and felt— even bigger on such a skinny frame as his. He was caught in a feedback loop of impulses from that organ and all the fucked up coping mechanisms that dominated the rest of his mind, and it was only escalating from here.

The perverse, sadomasochistic, toxic, erotic clusterfuck of emotion and sensation thundered through every nerve that could hope to accept it. His heart roared in his chest. He felt alive, even if he knew without question that he was going to be hurting for hours after this part was done, to say nothing of what digesting an entire person would do to him…

Oh God, the digestion. He was going to kill this girl, the same way that Ashley had made him kill all those others. It may have been her directions and pressure that did it then, but it was ultimately his hands that did it. Or, he supposed, his bowels. He may not have been able to finish college like he’d wanted, but he knew in intimate detail exactly what was going to happen to this girl. She was going to be utterly destroyed, ravaged and pulverized by grinding muscles and corrosive tides of acid, and he didn’t even know her name. It was terrible, it was horrible, he should be ashamed of himself…

So why was it so hot?

Ashley hardly had to shove Camm in anymore. The huge, heaving swallows that had been so painful for brother dearest were now totally automatic. Whether he liked it or not, he was going to sate the hunger he’d built in the last week. All those skipped meals, nights of sleep for dinner… all that hunger and frustration, all melting away at the chance to have some real meat.

The points of his canines scraped at his meal’s skin as his jaws spread wider, wider still to accommodate her hips. If the scraped knee hadn’t been enough to whet Andrew’s bloodthirst, the slight hiss of pain from Camm and the brief rush of metallic flavor on his tongue certainly did it.

Without thinking, he slapped his sister’s hands away, grasping Camm with that same unnatural strength. He aided his own swallowing process. Reluctance became curiosity, curiosity to interest, and interest to greed. The strain of his muscles was already making him regret it, but he had to have more, no matter how much it hurt. Something in the back of his brain dimmed and went quiet.

Camm, as she had been for the entire affair so far, was thoroughly confused. She wasn’t scared, precisely, and it wasn’t like she’d never heard of this kink before, but she was just as convinced of the impossibility of this as Andrew was at the beginning, if not more so.

As a matter of fact, what was there to say it was possible at all? So little of this made sense, and she hadn’t even learned their names! This was probably a dream or something, right? If this were real, she would have burst right out in messy fashion by now.

The animal part of her, the part that begged her to wail and cry and thrash, gave up. The delusion of perceived kindness and the desire for attention from these two had smothered it. Yes, it might as well be a dream. At this point, her chest, shoulders, and head were all that was left outside of him anyway. What hope did she have of getting free, with so little leverage? And for that matter, why should she spend the last few minutes or hours of her life so overcome with hopelessness? To dream a kinder dream, that was a better way.

Despite the slowly rising tides of bile and acid that were pooling around her legs, Camm felt no pain. Not even the slight discomfort from being crammed into such a tight space could bother her now. A pleasant buzz of endorphins replaced it all with wooziness and the sensation of TV static, dulling her perception even as the lack of oxygen stole it from her.

She didn’t know how good she had it. The tingling, buzzing sort of feeling— where any was present at all, that is— lacked the burn or ache of corrosion, and only helped her believe more fervently that this was a dream. A dream that was, if she was being honest with herself, strangely erotic even at this stage.

She should be waking up any second now.

…

Any second now?

With what little clarity she had left, she looked down at her melting body in more of the same confusion.

…

Ashley had her ear pressed up against the outer wall of her brother’s stomach, making good use of her hands in the meantime. One gently caressed the belly in front of her, doing just barely enough work to soothe the strained muscles and stretched, angry-red skin. Andrew groaned in overstimulation from what her other hand was doing.

She matched the pace of both stroking motions to the slowing of Camm’s heart, a sound she could hear with perfect clarity through the paper-thin gut wall… and, in turn, as Camm began to realize that she wasn’t dreaming, she picked up the pace again.

Not for a single moment did she break eye contact with her darling brother. With every bit of forceful presence she possessed, she made him look, made him lock eyes with her and understand exactly what she was doing.

Camm cried out with what little air she could stand to breathe. All of that wooziness was chased away by adrenaline, which in turn stood to prevent her pain. It did nothing to prevent her fear, however.

She tried to beg, to cry out in desperation and panic. For as strange as they had been, they’d been starting to grow on her. She couldn’t deny that she’d been intensely attracted to them both, no matter how unpleasant the situation had felt at first… and now, for no apparent reason at all, they were going to kill her.

The air stung at her skin, and she couldn’t feel her legs at all. There was still some feeling in her arms, but she couldn’t move them anymore. The searing heat and blistering acid were setting in, and even the dignity of being able to writhe and thrash had been stolen away.

Her heart tried its best to bring her back into working order, to give her the resources her melting body needed to escape, to run. With her brain so oxygen-starved and her conscious self so deeply hurt, how was that little fist-sized muscle supposed to know how hopeless it all was? And yet, in defiance of it all, it tried.

She didn’t even have the breath to scream, but she tried, too.

She tried again, and again, and again, until she could scream no more.

The rising tempo of the gastric dance reaching its climax was rapidly bringing Andrew to his, regardless of whether he wanted it— and by this point, he most assuredly did not. The only person feeling any (voluntary) pleasure from this was his little shit of a sister, who had long since stopped trying to soothe his stomach. She was far more interested in getting herself off, if the erratic motion of her two middle fingers between her thighs was any indication.

That smug fucking face. That glint of perverse, cruel enthusiasm that he’d seen more than once.

It was moments like these when he remembered why he listened to her; moments like these when he understood why even the monsters she made pacts with seemed scared of her.

Then again, it was kinda hard to be especially afraid of Little Miss Tar-Black Soul over there when she was whispering to him that she really, really wanted to cum, and she was waiting for something before she could do it.

Andrew was, of course, more than a little horrified when he realized what sort of thing she was waiting on. Even after the racing second heartbeat began to wind down, Ashley’s dexterous hands continued to move faster and faster, losing all pretense of consistent rhythm.

She took her head off of his slowly-deforming belly, leaning in further and further still. It wasn’t long before they were nose-to-nose. Ashley, already a good bit smaller than him, was dwarfed by the combination of him and his unwilling guest’s silhouette. Staring at him ever more intensely, she leaned her entire body weight on top of the young-woman-turned-meal. It was visibly awkward for her to get the angle right whilst not letting go of his dick, but against all good sense, she managed to make it work.

In what was the least climactic of all the deaths she was responsible for, Ashley got what she was after. Poor Camm, who had done no wrong to anyone, was removed from this mortal coil with a squish that the pair had to strain to hear. There was no audible scream, no last moments of desperate, wild thrashing. Just a squish, followed by a movement of gas in the organ that was now her tomb.

Or, to say it in a less flowery fashion, Andrew belched the last of Camm’s air directly into his sister’s face. It stank of bile and meat, and it was the last thing that the depraved younger Graves sibling needed to get her rocks off.

As with everything remotely sexual that the two of them did, it wasn’t remotely as pleasant for Andrew. The viscerally intense cocktail of the lewd and the morbid was too much for sister dearest, so much so that she tensed up and yanked entirely too hard on his dick. It took quite a bit of effort on his part not to yelp in a decidedly emasculating way, and even more effort not to start yelling at her afterwards. It certainly helped that she looked so peaceful all of a sudden.

ENDING A: Codependent Cannibals

In spite of everything, though (including all the nightmares he was definitely going to have about this entire experience later), looking down at her this way… he couldn’t stay angry at her. In his heart of hearts— because he couldn’t even think about his “gut” right now without feeling nauseous— he knew that he enjoyed parts of this just as much as she had. With some practice, it might even hurt less. He was pretty sure that most of these aches were muscles that he just hadn’t used this way before.

It wasn’t like Ashley was going to let this be the last time, not after how much she enjoyed the sheer depravity of it all, and he certainly wasn’t going to be rid of her anytime soon. The only remaining option was to adapt.

It was essentially guaranteed that he would complain the entire time, obviously, and she would bitch at him for not being adventurous enough (or something equally asinine), one or both of them would get horny thinking about tonight, Ashley would make that fucking face again, and they’d do it all over again, hopefully with the benefit of experience making it less of a literal or metaphorical pain.

As soon as he could stand up, he was going to give her so much shit for this. So much of it had been impulsive, reckless, and risked extreme internal injuries on his part, the kind that he knew she never bothered to learn about treating like he’d asked…

For now, however, he was just going to let her have her post-orgasm nap. His own food coma didn’t have him far behind, so thoughts of what was going to happen in the morning when he was (presumably) done processing this lump of meat were far ahead of him.

Yeah. Food coma sounds good.

ENDING B: Apex Andy

Looking down at her, something stirred in Andrew, and for once it wasn’t his conscience or his dick. It was hard to put into words, no matter how hard he tried to grasp it in his addled state.

She didn’t just look cute, he found himself realizing. She looked vulnerable. Less like her usual self— fearsome, manipulative, a pain in the ass, any of these things.

The more he looked at her, the hungrier he felt, a thin line of drool dripping from the corner of his mouth, down his chin, and splattering across his engorged midsection.

The gravity of that thought and everything it represented hovered on the edges of his mind, ready to dissuade his next choice, but the greater part of him dismissed it before it could come to the front and make itself heard.

Tonight, whether Ashley had meant to or not, she’d awakened something both more and less than human in her darling chained dog of a brother. They both already had a taste for flesh, but it was something else entirely to have something that was still kicking and screaming.

The housebroken pet she could lead around was barely a step removed from a feral beast at the best of times, and those times were now entirely behind them. And he could feel it.

That pervasive fear he always had, of losing her, of losing his freedom, of losing all the things he loved in life (however few they were), he could see with perfect clarity how to keep doing this, and to guarantee that she could never be taken away from him.

With strength far beyond what his lean arms should be able to accomplish, Andrew seized his gently dozing sister by her upper arms. He was tired of constantly second guessing himself, of not being allowed to be the impulsive one…

Pushing all the aches aside, Andrew stretched his jaws open for the second time that night. Ashley startled back into the waking world, only for it to be consumed by darkness once again.

Her last thought outside of her brother’s throat was a lament, a petty snark of the cornered:

How didn’t I see this coming?!